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Between This Night 


The hours were creeping by. Kirk couldn't sleep, but not because he was scared. Well, not much, a little maybe. 
The tight knot in his stomach was mostly anticipation Every now and then his throat muscles would clench and 


not let him swallow, but not because of fear. Not really. Maybe just a little. 


None of the rooms in the cheap, dingy hotel had air conditioning. Kirk pushed the sheet lower, shifted in bed, 
rested his head on his arm. Drew in a lungful of sticky air. The heat and stillness of the night seeped in from 


outside like maple sap. Not a breeze passed through the heavy wooden shutters in the room's only window. 


Radial bone, hematidrosis, periosteal injury of the ligaments, tetanic contractions, carbon dioxide buildup, 
dehydration, crurifragium, hindered passive exhalation, average length of survival, hypovolemic shock, 
exhaustion asphyxia... . The words, picked up from books and articles, rattled in his head, until they turned 


into background noise carrying no meaning. Kirk had learned to tune it out. 


Deep inside him he had always felt different, destined for something important. The day they approached him, 
with their scriptures, their omens, and their prophesies-that day he had understood why. 


His nightmares started soon after; vivid and sharp-they cut through all his senses. In those dreams he 
watched the blue of the sky pass above him; he sweated in the heat of the morning sun, tasted the sand 
brought up with the wind from the desert, breathed in the scent of the orchids-the scent of orchids always 
hung in the air. And he suffered. He would wake up screaming from pain that split his brain into pieces, with 
streams of sweat running down his face, and his hands clasped into fists. Sometimes his fingernails would cut 
the skin of his palms and draw blood. The first time it happened, he stared at the bloody smears thinking, is 
this how it's going to look? Rationally, he knew it would be his wrists not the palms, but that didn't stop him 


from running his shaking fingers over the skin, searching for the nail. 


Once the panic subsided, he would push Jason's comforting arms away and get out of bed. The dawn usually 
sneaked up on him curled up in a chair on the patio, with an empty bottle of brandy and remains of heavy-cut 


glass scattered around. 
He knew they wouldn't force him, that it was his decision, but how do you choose between life and death? 


The idea of being the one who could redeem the world from sin boggled his mind. Some days he was high with 
excitement. Other days, overpowered with horror, he wanted to run away, to hide, to forget that they had 
ever asked him. That emotional roller coaster continued until one night he woke up from his dream with a clear 


mind, determined to confront his fear. 
That night he embraced his destiny. 


He stopped going through their supply of brandy as if it was bottled water, and Jason didn't have to clean up 
broken glass from the patio anymore. He still dreamed the same dream, but the pain changed-it became 
detached, as if filtered through many layers of his subconsciousness, each letting through less and less of it. 


Kirk didn't fear that pain, he welcomed it. 


The night was hot. The half-open shutters let in a narrow ray of moonlight and the familiar scent of orchids. 
Faint at first, not more than a teasing sensation in the back of his mind, it was growing stronger with every 


hour. 


The corners of the room crawled with roaches. Kirk couldn't see them, but he knew the roaches were there. 
They hung in the shadows, waiting, attracted by the smell of death. He imagined them climbing onto the bed- 
their hideous little mouths excited and hungry-running under the sheet, sinking their teeth into his flesh. 


In spite of the heat, he shivered and moved closer to Jason. 

Jason didn't sleep either. His naked body, partially covered with the sheet, glistened with sweat. His hands 
clutched the edge of the sheet, white knuckles almost blended with the white fabric. His chest heaved with 
irregular breaths. He hadn't said a word since Kirk climbed into his bed a few hours ago, not even when they 


made love-hastily, greedily, in silence punctuated only with grunts and gasps, and a squeal of the bed. 


Kirk reached out to wipe the sweat off Jason's forehead. His fingers slipped down, to Jason's lips. He needed to 


touch, to make sure that it was all real-the heat, the hotel room, Jason-that he wasn't trapped inside his 
dream. With his thumb he followed the outline of Jason's lips. 


Jason jerked his head away. 
"You don't fucking have to do this." He didn't look at Kirk, his eyes fixed somewhere on the opposite wall. 


The tips of Kirk's fingers stroked Jason's neck, trying to soothe the hard muscle there, then slid down, to the 


shoulder. 
This time Jason didn't flinch. "You don't have to do this," he repeated, his voice quiet, thick with tension. 


Kirk could pretend that "this" referred to him touching Jason. He could pretend that in the morning they would 
wake up, pack their shit and fly back home, pretend that it was just another night. It wasn't. 


"| know," he said, "but | want to do this." 


"You're the same selfish, fucking diva you've always been" Jason kicked the sheet off, then tucked his hands 


under his arms, drawing back from Kirk. 
"Jay. Jay, look at me. This time it's not about me. We've talked about this . . . you said you understood-" 


"Talked. Fuck, you talked. It's always about you." Jason's voice rose. "You and your fucking need to save the 
world. You get off on this, that's what its about. Can't you see how fucked up this is? Do you really believe 
that- Fuck." He smacked the heel of his hand against his forehead. "Fuck" 


Kirk gripped Jason's hand, peeled it off his forehead. Jason resisted at first, but gave in. Kirk's fingers brushed 
his collar bone, followed the outline of his biceps, teased the sensitive skin on the inside of his elbow, traced 
Jason's line of life all the way across his palm. He had kissed every inch of that skin. He knew that Jason's line 
of life stretched longer, much longer than his. 


"I love you," Jason said. He rubbed Kirk's jaw and Kirk gave in to that touch, melted into it. "I love you, but 
right now | hate you so much." 


Jason's nails dug into his skin. He swallowed hard. He had seen Jason cry, and lock himself in his den and refuse 
to come out, and break things, and smash his fists into the wall. He had seen it all, but the anguish in Jason's 
voice made him want to wrap himself around Jason and never let go. Jason's mouth said, "I hate you," but it 
was the "I love you" in his eyes that Kirk hung on to. 


He kissed the hollow of Jason's throat, licked the skin there, drowning himself in the taste and the musk. 
Desperate to memorize it, he pressed Jason's hand to his cheek. He needed something, even if only a memory, 


that would dull the scent of orchids when the time came. His mouth wandered up, searched for Jason‘s lips. 


He whispered against them, "I'm sorry." 


"What am | supposed to do with your ‘sorry’ when they drag you out there and nail you to that fucking 


cross?" Jason yanked his hand off Kirk's cheek and his head away from the kiss. 


Kirk rolled over, let his head drop back on the pillow. They'd been through this many times-same questions, 
same answers. Or lack of answers. He knew Jason was strong, that he would pull through, somehow. He needed 
to believe this. But he wished he could make it easier for Jason, make him hurt less. 


"You'll be fine, | promise." His voice cracked a little at the end of "promise." "Just don't do anything stupid, 


please?" 


"Stupid?" Jason scrubbed the back of his hand over his eyes. "Like letting a bunch of religious fanatics dressed 


up as Roman-" 
"Stop it" 


He didn't want to hear it. He didn't need to listen to Jason's "rational" arguments again, and especially not now. 
All Jason understood was: Kirk was going to die. Jason's mind could not reach past the physical death, past the 
tangible. His sensible, down-to-earth Jason did not get it: 


Silenced, Jason was staring at the ceiling again, as if trying to make sense of the cracks there, his pale profile 


standing out against the semi-darkness of the room. 


Why couldn't he accept that not everything had to make sense? With a deep draw of breath Kirk pulled in the 


scent of orchids-strong enough now to suffocate with its sweetness. The time was running out. 


He heard Jason swallow hard, then, as if their thoughts had been tuned to the same wavelength, Jason asked, 
"How long before they come?" 


"Don't know. An hour? Maybe two." 


In his dreams they always came just before dawn. The night sky didn't show any signs of the breaking day yet, 
but he sensed they had an hour at the most. Probably much less. 


He didn't want to know exactly, didn't want the drama of counting down the hours. Last night he'd taken off his 
watch and shoved it into the side pocket of his duffel bag, together with his passport and his return ticket. In 
the last moment Jason had insisted that they both got return tickets and it was easier to go along with it 
than argue. That picture in his passport-he never liked it anyway. 


He shuddered at the sudden void inside him, tearing away at him, as if he had already died. "Hold me," he said, 


unable to keep the tremble out of his voice. 


Jason didn't move and for a second Kirk's stomach sank. Then Jason's arm embraced him, pulled him closer, 
and the panic washed away, dissolved in the familiar comfort of Jason's body. He pressed the side of his head 
against Jason's chest where he could hear his heartbeat: ta-tum, ta-tum, ta-tum-faster, less regular than 


his own. 

Jason wiped the sweat from his forehead, then his hand found Kirk's; their fingers threaded together. 
Jason's voice rippled under Kirk's cheek: "Aren't you scared?" 

"No." 

I'm scared out of my fucking mind" 


Kirk squeezed Jason's hand. The knot in his stomach refused to go away, but he wasn't scared. He wasn't 
scared. He wasn't. 


As his eyes slipped shut, he let himself slip into his memories. A green rubber ball rolling down a pathway . . . 
a glint of the crucifix his mother hung around his neck before his first communion . . . his first guitar with its 
cheap sound, on a stand in the corner, under that Jimi Hendrix poster with a torn off edge ... the soft flannel 
of John's shirt he cried into all night after Cliff died . . . the taste of warm Bud he licked off Jasor's lips 
before he kissed him the first time ... Jason's shy "More" . . . promises whispered years later, in the dead 


middle of the night, that they would always be together .. . always .. . until death do us part. 

A wave of chill rolled over him, starting from his toes, climbing up, until it reached his chest. His heart 
stopped, unable to pump blood turned into ice. A few long seconds later the feeling faded away, and he felt 
again the thump of his heartbeat against Jason's. 

Jason was strong. He would pull through. 

He pressed closer, pushed his thigh between Jason's thighs. Jason tightened his grip around him, almost 
crushing his chest, but he didn't complain. Lying in Jason's arms felt good, like any other night, except there 
would be no tea waiting for him in the morning, fixed just the way he liked it and served with a kiss. 

His stomach clenched. A rush of nausea rose from within. 

What if Jason was right? 

The shadows in the far corner of the room billowed, then swelled, and a creature crawled out of them. Its 
half-human, half-beast-like face sneered at him, frozen in a disfigured grimace; its hungry paws reached for 


him, clawed at his body ... . 


He wanted to scream, but the scream died in his throat. He squeezed his eyes shut. 


I+ wasn't real. It couldn't hurt him. 


He clenched his jaws, shook his head, willing the doubt crawling out of the corners of his mind to go away. He 


had made his decision and too much depended on it. He wouldn't go back on his word now. He couldn't. 

Or could he? 

His eyes flew open as his mind registered the shriek of the hinges followed by the sound of boots echoing in 
the distance. A gasp of wind had pushed the shutters open all the way. The sky, which used to be dark, almost 
black, now erupted with a thin line of orange fire above the horizon, the stars quickly fading against it. 


The first rays of sun sneaked into the room, reflecting off Jason's skin. It almost glowed, it seemed. 


Louder and louder, the rhythmic stomps shuttered the silence of the morring. Each stomp drove into his brain 


like a nail. 

His heart skipped a beat. And another one. A surge of blood exploded in his veins. 

Jason's chest froze mid-breath, his grip taut around Kirk. 

Kirk ran his tongue across his parchment-dry lips. His lungs refused to take in any more air. He thought that 
was it, he was going to suffocate right then He gasped for breath. A tingling sensation at the base of his neck 


turned into a shiver that jolted down his spine, jarring his insides. 


His palm felt damp against Jason's hip. He turned it up-sweat mixed with drops of blood oozed out of the 


pores, trickled down his wrists. 


The sound of boots reverberated outside. 
Inside, the world stood still. 


Then Jason leaned over him and cupped his face in his hands. His breath skimmed over Kirk's cheek, his face 


pale, his eyes blue and weary against it. So blue, like the sky in Kirk's dreams. 


They moved at the same time. Jason pulled Kirk's head up, crashed their mouths together. Jason's teeth bit 
his lips, his tongue, the inside of his mouth-anything they could reach. Kirk gave in and opened up to Jason's 
tongue, to his teeth, to his desperation. The taste of blood in his mouth shook him out of his lull. He kissed 

back, with as much hunger and need. He rolled them over, landed on top of Jason, covered Jason's body with 


his own, as if he wanted them to become one. 
The boots thundered in the hallway, then stopped outside their door. 


Pounding on the door broke the moment of silence, then a throaty, accented voice announced, "You have five 


minutes." 

He tried to pull away, but Jason didn't budge. One arm closed around Kirk's back, pushing him into Jason's 
chest. Jason's other hand grabbed the back of his neck, the fingers dug into his skin. Jason's mouth held on to 
his. 

God, how good that felt. He wasn't empty inside anymore. 

And he had to go. 


He pushed his elbows into the mattress on both sides of Jason's head and broke the kiss. 


Jason's mouth followed him, his lips parted, craving more, but Kirk folded his arms on Jason's chest, pinning 
him to the bed. He dropped his head onto Jason's shoulder. 


"I have to go now," he whispered, rubbing his cheek against Jason's. "Let me go." 
Jason shook his head. His chest, his whole body felt hard and solid as he pushed Kirk deeper into it. 


With his face still buried in the crook of Jason's neck, Kirk ran his fingers through Jason's hair. He kept 


stroking Jason's hair until Jason relaxed under his touch. "I have to go." 


He didn't want to go. The warmth, the sweaty grip, the memories, the love-he didn’t want to leave it all behind 


forever. 
The door rattled again and Jason jerked under him. 


Kirk trailed Jason's jaw with his lips, before skimming over Jason's mouth. He lingered there, fighting the need 
to kiss Jason again. If he gave in, he wouldn't be able to stop and to walk away. 


He had to walk away now. 


He pushed himself up, peeling Jason's arms off his back. He brought Jason's palms to his lips, kissed one, then 
the other, then let go of them. Jason didn't resist, didn't react at all. 


Kirk fumbled for his underwear and jeans on the floor, dragged them on. He hesitated about the t-shirt. The 
day was going to be hot, too hot for a black t-shirt, but it was Jason's. It was almost like having a piece of 
Jason with him. He eased the washed-out fabric over his head and shoulders, smoothed the wrinkles on his 


chest. 


Jason watched him from the bed, motionless, eyes open wide, his lips parted. The drops of sweat found their 
way along the creases of his face. The swish of his breath too loud in the silence of the room. 


They had already said their goodbyes two nights ago, at home, but he didn't want to leave without a word. His 
mind went blank He couldn't bring himself to utter any of the polite, rounded phrases people usually say for 
good bye. 

"| love you," he finally managed past the lump in his throat. 


Jason scrambled out of bed. "Don't. Please, don't do it” He flung his arms around Kirk. "I beg you." 


Jason's breath rushed through his hair, hot, ragged. Kirk refused to admit it, but a part of him-a much 
bigger part than he had expected-hoped Jason would try to stop him one last time. 


From behind Jason's shoulder he looked at the door. Nothing but the thin wooden surface stood between him 
and the fate. Nothing but this and Jason. 


As if the laws of physics had been suddenly invalidated, seconds stretched into minutes, into hours, and years. 
In this single point in time he experienced again-almost day by day-all the years he had spent with Jason. The 
film kept rolling and then he watched all the years he was giving up. 


His stomach lurched. His knees gave out. He slumped in Jason's arms, fighting the dizziness and his shaking 
muscles. There it was again, that feeling of his blood turning into ice. 


His whole body hurt. his mind hurt. He'd never known you could hurt so much from love. 

Jason's heartbeat thudded against his own, slowly warmed his veins back to life. Unable to fight them any 
longer, he gave in to the tears he had resisted for weeks. He tried to fend off the image of his body 
stretched on the cross, naked and beautiful. Watched by thousands while he was dying for them. 


Lam the salvation 


"You can't save them," Jason whispered, shaking his head. His arms around Kirk loosened their grip, then let go 


of him. He stepped back, away from Kirk, watching. Waiting. 


Kirk shivered from the emptiness around him. As that emptiness began gushing inside him again, it cleared his 


mind of fear and doubt. He looked at the door. 

He could save them. He knew. 

Or he could save Jason-it was his decision How do you choose between love and death? 

He searched out Jason's face. He closed the distance between them. His arms went around Jason, tight, 


desperate. His head found that familiar spot on Jason's shoulder, which molded itself to accommodate him, to 


make him comfortable. He took a deep breath. 


"| want to go home," he said. 
It was so easy to breathe again 


Later, while they still stood wrapped around each other, he realized that the scent of orchids was gone. He 


was breathing in the scent of Jason. 


(end) 


